CHAPTER 162 


October 1, 2011 


“So... Why aren’t we at your house again?” 


Justin and Chie were hanging out, a controller in Justin’s hand as the two stared at 
the blinking television screen in front of them. Nothing entirely unusual mind you; 
except for one little thing. For once, they were playing video games at Chie’s house; 
not Justin’s. It was a bit of a strange change of pace for several reasons. First and 
foremost, Chie thought that Justin would want to include Maya in all of this; or at the 
very least be around if she needed him to translate for her or something. Secondly, 
it was no secret there were hostilities between Chie’s father and Justin; it was part 
of the reason they were always at Justin’s house instead. Having Justin knock at her 
door just to play video games... honestly, it was a refreshing change of pace. Just a 
very odd one. Justin shrugged a bit as he waited for the game to load, staring at the 
screen intently. 


“Don’t know. | had a chat with Yukiko the other day; guess it just made me think of 
a lot of things.” Justin remarked, a somewhat sad tone to his voice as his eyes 
darted down to the controller, as if having trouble just keeping his eyes level. When 
he had suggested she invite Yu over so that he could meet her folks, in a way it 
reminded him of how he never went to Chie’s house, just to avoid her father. He 
hated Chie’s dad, if only because even after all he had done to prove that he loved 
Chie, that he would never hurt her, he still treated Justin like some kind of asshole. 
But as much as Justin despised her dad, and as much as her dad despised Justin... It 
wasn’t really fair to Chie. It wasn’t fair to Justin either. He wanted to be with her, no 
matter the place, no matter the time. It was strange how something as simple as a 
conversation over inviting Yu over to Yukiko’s house had made him realize that. He 
shook his head a bit, pupils shooting over to face towards Chie, who just wore a 
confused expression on her face. She wasn’t really there, so she wasn’t sure what 
Justin was talking about. “It’s nothing; Just felt like a change of pace | guess.” Justin 
smiled, bluffing to her as she smiled back. 


“.,.50 what game is this anyway?” Chie questioned, changing the topic. In 
retrospect, she didn’t really care why he was here so much that he was here. It was 
such a small gesture of kindness, of affection; and yet it meant so much more to her 
than that. Of course, despite this being her house and her console and her 
controller; she hadn’t the slightest clue what it was they were playing. Why? Simple. 
Justin had come prepared, a couple of games he had grabbed from him thrown in a 
plastic bag along with some snacks and drinks as he walked through the doorway to 
her room. It wasn’t a multiplayer game, she knew that much, though it did beg the 
question why Justin was the one playing then, but she figured they’d just swap the 
controller off every time someone died or something. Justin took a sip of the can of 


cola he had popped open but a few minutes earlier, wetting his lips a bit as his eyes 
darted up to the television screen. 


“Duke Nukem Forever. | found it in the value bin at Junes; heard it’s REALLY bad.” 
Justin chuckled a bit. If the loading times were anything to go off of, he was bound 
to agree. Chie of course just seemed confused. First of all, she had never heard of 
whatever game this was, which was amazing because it was pretty much the butt of 
the joke in the gaming industry; but more importantly she had to wonder... why? 
Why were they playing this game if it was supposed to be horrible? Why would 
Justin even waste money in it if he knew it was going to suck? 


“If it’s so bad, why are we playing it right now?” 


“Because one; | love bad games and | love bad movies. Secondly, it’s one of those 
things where | hear it’s so bad it’s funny kind of things. Besides; this things been in 
development for eleven years. | gotta see how they fucked up THAT bad with that 
much development time.” Justin remarked as the two turned their attention back to 
the television screen; seemed the game had finally finished loading. As Justin 
pressed the proceed button the two were met by the grissled sound of Duke 
Nukem’s voice... and the sound of piss hitting a urinal. Seemed the game started 
with you pissing. No, | don’t mean the cutscene, you literally had a piss button. 
“Case and point. I’m trying to decide if this is incredibly stupid or incredibly 
awesome.” Justin remarked, trying to resist the urge to smile a bit. It was immature 
as fuck, but goddamn, just the thought of having a piss button. He would NOT let go 
of that trigger, letting the piss just sort of flow, occasionally loosening the pressure 
briefly to cause lulls in the stream of urine flowing on screen. Basically, Justin was 
having way too much fun peeing in a video game. 


“How about gross!” Chie objected. Digital, pixilated or otherwise, piss was piss, and 
it wasn’t exactly something she wanted to watch someone do. Justin sighed and 
rolled his eyes a bit before zipping his virtual pants up. If he knew Chie was gonna 
be such a killjoy he would have brought Dark Souls. Then no one would have fun 
and it’d be all her fault. 


“Remind me to never show you Postal Il.” Justin remarked sarcastically, finishing up 
his pissing and zipping his virtual fly up. Chie seemed a little surprised by the 
comment, though more confuse than anything. 


“Wait... you could do that in Postal?” Chie questioned. Justin wasn’t sure what he 
was more surprised at; Chie having played Postal Il, or the fact that she did it 
without knowing there was a piss button. Wasn’t that sort of the entire point of the 
game? | mean, you didn’t HAVE to; but if you asked Justin, you weren’t playing the 
game right until you set someone on fire then tried to put the flames out by pissing 
on their corpse. Or by pissing on any food before someone ate it. Or just pissing on 
anything. Basically, what I’m saying is Justin totally had a hard on for pissing in 
video games. He should really look in to getting that checked out. 


“How you managed to play Postal II without figuring that out is beyond me.” Justin 
remarked sarcastically, shrugging his shoulders a bit. He supposed it really didn’t 
matter in the long run. “Alright... So where to now...” Justin mused to himself as he 
made his way away from the urinal, wandering around the map in search of 
anything to progress. Alas, that’s what he had tried to convince himself and Chie. In 
actuality, he just wanted to explore the bathroom; why? Simple; he wanted to use 
the piss button again and play it off as an accident. He wasn’t sure if it was just 
because he found it so funny or because he just loved watching Chie squirm. Alas, 
when he opened the bathroom stall to attempt to piss in the toilet again, he was 
met by something he hadn’t really expected. A giant turd, just floating around in the 
toilet bowl. 


“What the hell kind of game is this!?” Chie shouted with disgust; though Justin just 
sort of broke into a giggle fit, laughing at what he REALLY shouldn't have. It was 
poop, it was immature and gross and served no purpose being there other than it 
could be. Maybe Justin just wasn’t as mature as you would think looking at him. Or 
maybe it was that he was mature enough that he could laugh at this stuff without 
making a big deal out of it. Who even knew; all he knew was he found it hilarious for 
some odd reason. Justin slowly approached the toiler, aiming his reticule at the 
piece of shit floating in the toilet water. The two’s eyes widened slightly as he 
pointed the camera at the turd, one with concern, one with a devious grin on their 
face. Take a guess which one was which. “...Please don’t tell me you're...” 


Before Chie could even finish her thought, Justin shot his virtual hand into the toilet, 
grabbing a hold of the shit floating about. Chie looked like she wanted to vomit by 
this point, but Justin just looked like he was having a ball. “This is the greatest game 
ever made” Justin squeed a bit, walking around with shit in his hands for no other 
reason than he could. You could tell that what he was doing was incredibly stupid, 
because even Duke was insulting him for his poor decisions regarding shit through 
the television screen. So yeah, Justin walked around with shit in his hands for a 
good while... And then he found a water bubbler. 


“Justin, please don-“ Too late. Justin threw the shit at the water bubbler then 
immediately proceeded to make Duke Nukem drink from it. By this point Chie had 
ripped the controller out of Justin’s hands. It was becoming increasingly clear that 
she couldn’t trust him with even playing a video game. “Give me that!” She shouted 
as she wrestled the controller out of a giggling Justin’s hands. She slowly backed 
away from the shit stained water fountain, trying to stop whatever it was that was 
stirring in her stomach. Probably her lunch. She was just happy that the volume on 
her TV wasn’t that high; if her parents heard half this shit they’d probably ground 
her until the end of time. 


“Oh come one! We haven't even found a fan to throw it against yet!” Justin choked 
up over giggles. Chie just shook her head with disgust before leaving the bathroom, 
lest Justin get anymore horrible ideas of what to do with whatever disgusting crap 


Justin found lying around. As she left the bathroom she was met by the sight of 
dozens of soldiers sprawled against the floor, most likely dead. There were a couple 
living ones discussing plans or something, but given that they immediately high- 
fived each and ran around in circles, no one was really taking anything they said 
seriously. 


It wasn’t too long after entering the room that Chie was practically bum rushed by 
some guy wearing military armor. Well, not bum-rushed per say, he just kind of 
stood there; but he did address her, so he was probably a plot essential character or 
something. Again it seemed the topic was about plans, only this time, the NPC had 
been requesting Chie come up with a plan; which might actually be a good idea 
considering who had been coming up with the plans earlier. Still, it wasn’t like Chie 
knew what was going on, so she didn’t really HAVE a plan to propose. “Huh? Plan? | 
don’t know what’s happening...” Chie mused allowed. It wasn’t long until the game 
prompted her towards a whiteboard, giving her a marker to do... something with. 
She wasn’t sure how the game would handle a plan like this, but it seemed like the 
point was to draw out a move; kinda like one would when couching football... Or at 
least it seemed that way until the guy from earlier kept shouting ‘Good one Duke,’ 
before she even started drawing. Seemed it didn’t actually matter what she did; it 
was just there to draw on... And that concerned her a bit. She could slowly feel 
Justin’s eyes cast themselves upon her, that devious grin of his on his face again. 


“You know what must be done.” Justin remarked after a moment, almost like an 
order to Chie. She knew damn well what Justin wanted to do; and the answer was 
plain and simple no. She was not going to draw THAT on the whiteboard. Still, the 
way Justin was looking at her; she got the feeling he had no intent on letting her 
leave that board without scribbling it down. She sighed after a moment, passing the 
controller back to Justin. 


“Get it out of your system.” Chie sighed as she dropped the plastic controller into a 
very happy Justin’s hands. He very quickly grabbed a hold of the remote, like Chie 
had just offered him a million dollar check, thrilled to do whatever he pleased to 
fuck up the plans that were already there. Why? Because he fucking could, 
goddammit! Within seconds he was scribbling furiously with the joystick, making 
marks all over the giant alien that had been there a moment earlier. Chie was 
concerned at first about giving Justin the controller, but it seemed she might have 
actually gotten ahead of herself. Seemed Justin was mature enough not to draw 
THAT; instead scribbling a crown on his head and sunglasses over his eyes; a 
jetpack on his back and a goatee across his chin. At the moment, he was just 
finishing up drawing boxing gloves over his fists, to which Chie could only sigh with 
relief. “Oh, good; for a second | thought you were-“ And then he drew a dick. “... 
Nevermind.” Chie sighed, her hopes dashed across the rocks like shit against a fan. 
And she would know, because Justin managed to find a fan and run back for the 
shit. That was about the point Chie was done with this shit, jumping up from the bed 
and powering off the console. 


“Hey! What was that for!?” Justin remarked with irritation as Chie flipped the 
console out, practically ripping the disk out to get that filth out of her console. She 
just couldn’t watch anymore of this... whatever the hell it was; why? She didn’t 
know. Maybe it was just the sudden revelation that Justin was a little more childish 
than one would assume. It wasn’t necessarily a horrible thing that he was into that 
kind of shit; after all, this was the guy that tried to fight Teddie in a bear pun war... 
And almost won. She’d love him regardless of his poor taste in humor; but even 
then, it was a bit... unsettling in some regards. 


“Apparently | can’t trust you with your games, so now we’re playing one of mine.” 
Chie remarked with irritation as she popped Duke Nukem back into it’s case and 
pulled out her own game. What it was, Justin couldn’t see; perhaps for the better in 
retrospect. All he knew was Chie had denied him his shit-flinging, piss-taking, dick- 
drawing action. He wasn’t exactly happy. He just crossed his arms with 
disappointment as she popped the new disc in, grabbing a second controller and 
tossing it over to Justin before taking a seat beside him. 


“So what game are we playing now?” Justin questioned, staring at the black screen 
as he awaited whatever it was Chie had put into the disc. It was silent from Chie’s 
end of the bed, which was a little concerning for Justin. He slowly turned to stare at 
her, curious why she wasn’t answering. He didn’t think he pissed her off THAT much 
with Duke Nukem Forever. In truth, however, she was just smiling; smiling in this 
weird way that made her look like she wasn’t trying to smile. Justin was pretty damn 
confused as to why... And then he turned to look at the screen. “GAH! NO! FUCK 
NO!” He shouted, tipping over the bed and falling behind it for cover to brace his 
vision. Chie just started laughing hysterically, tears in her eyes as she tried to hold 
back her giggle fit. You know; she couldn’t really give Justin too much shit for acting 
like a child when she did shit like this. He might have been a child... but then so was 
she; so it all worked out in the end. 


“Oh my funny bone...!” Chie tried to hold back her laughter over Justin hiding from 
the mere sight of Twisted Metal. It was no secret to her or anyone really that Justin 
was deathly afraid of clowns. It WAS a secret however that it was THIS game in 
particular that had done that to him. She was literally putting his worst nightmares 
in front of him and getting a kick out of his reaction. 


“Fuck you! We’re not playing this; turn it off, turn it off!” Justin pleaded angrily with 
her to turn the game off, to save him the horror of seeing that machete swinging 
psychopath of a clown. Chie laughed before flipping the screen off. It took a while 
after the screen went black for Justin to reimmerge from behind the bed, huffing as 
though he had just ran a marathon trying to hide from a video game. Chie wiped 
her tears of joy away as her laughter finally died down, her eyes focusing on Justin 
as she smiled with child-like amusement. 


“You know, you're pretty cute when you’re scared.” She teased him. Normally that 
would be grounds for Justin to start blushing profusely, but he was still recovering 
from his near heart-attack, so you'd have to forgive him for not being flattered by 
Chie’s flirting. 


“Never... Again...” 
“No promises. 
“| hate you.” 


“Love you too.” 


